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furnished in the typical Swiss style with the charac-
teristic C.P.R. lavishness, but somewhat inap-
propriately, though not less prettily, called the
Chateau. That afternoon soon after luncheon I went
on one of my long solitary mountain-rambles up
the neighbouring heights with my Byron as usual
tucked under my arm. The way wound charmingly
up through a thick forest of spruce-firs, the delicate
fragrance of which scented the path all the way up,
and little openings in which gave an occasional
glimpse of the lake below. After nearly an hour's
climb, I came to a little mountain-lake, and another
stiff climb brought me to another little lake of the
same description but with such a sheer drop down
one of its sides that as one approached it, it seemed
to hang in the air; and so the Canadians very
appropriately and quite poetically called it " the
Lake in the Clouds." Noticing a path leading some-
where still higher up, I followed it and presently
came on snow lying in patches all around me. The
path now lay all up and down the irregular summit
of the mountain till finally, entering a clump of
scattered firs, it emerged on the very brink of an
awTe-inspiring precipice with a kind of world-
panorama on three sides of me. Far, far down there
stretched a most extensive valley, the most exten-
sive that I ever remember to have seen. It must
have stretched for miles and miles across and
extended in a vast semicircle of some fifty miles and
more, enclosed at the far end by a solid ring of snow-
covered Rockies of prodigious height. It looked like
a gigantic Greek theatre with arena and amphi-